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TheTempefl.  | 

CEASE,  rude  Boreas,  bluftVing  railerl 
Lift,  ye  hndfmen,  all  to  me!  I 
Meffmates,  hear  a  brother  f'ailor  ^ 
Sing  the  dangers  of  the  fea:  \ 
From  bounding  billows  firft  in  motion, 

When  the  dillant  whirlwinds  rife. 
To  the  tempeft- troubled  ocean. 
Where  the  feas  contend  with  fkies. 

Hark  !  the  boatfwain  hoarfely  bawling. 

By  topsail  fiieets  and  halyards  ftand  ! 
Down  top-gallants!  quick,  be  hg-uHng  : 

Down  your  ftay-faiis,  hand,  boys,  hand 
Now.it  frefliens,  fet  the  braces, 

Quick  the  top-fail  flieets  let  go ; 
Luff,  boys,  luff !  don't  make  wry  faces, 

Up  youi;;  top-fails  nimbly  clew.  ^ 

Now  all  you  on  down-beds  fporting, 

Fondly  locked  in  beauty's  arms  :  1 
Frefli  enjoyments,  wanton  courting, 

Safe  from  all  but  love's  alarms  ; 
Round  us  roars  the  tempeft  louder. 

Think  what  fear  our  mind  enthrals  ; 
Harder  yet,  it  yet  blows  harder. 

Now  again  the  boatfwain  calls. 
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'  The  top-fail  ygr^^^^^^  the  wind,  boys. 

See:  all  clear  to  reef  each  courfe  ; 
Let  the  fore-fheets  go,  don't  mind,  boySj 

Tho*  the  weather  Ihould  be  worfe. 
Fore  and  aft  the  fprit-fail  yard  get, 

Reef  the  roizen,  fee  all  clear ; 
Hands  up !  each  preventer-brace  fet ! 

Man  the  fore-yard!  cheer,  hds,  cheer  J 

Now  the  dreadful  thunder's  roaring, 

Peal  on  peal  contending  clafti. 
On  your  head  fierce  rain  falls  pourings 

In  your  eyes  blue  lightnings  flafli. 
One  wide  water  all  around  us. 

All  above  us  one  black  fky  j 
Different  deaths  at  once  furround  us  j 

Hark !  what  means  that  dreadful  cry  ? 

.3^6  for  email's  gone!  cries  every  tongue  out> 

O^er  the  lee  twelve  feet  ^bove  deck  : 
A  leak  beneath  the  cheft-tree's  fprung  out;. 

Call  all  hands  to  clear  the  wreck,  * 
Quick  thelanyards  cut  to  pieces. 

Come,  ftiy  hearts,  be  flout  and  bold  j 
Plumb  the  vi^eli— the  leak  increafes^ 

Four  feet  water  in  the  hold ! 
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While  o'er  the  fhip  wlld^  waves  are  beating 
We  our  wives  and  children  mtiiiri^^^ 

Alas !  from  hence  there's  no  retreating, 
Alas  !  to  them  there's  no  return. 

Still  the  leak  is  gaining  on  us  ! 
'Both  chain  pumps  are  choak'd  below  ; 

Heaven  have  mercy  here  upon  us  ! 
For  only  thou  can  ft  fave  us  now. 

O'er  the  lee  beam  is  the  land,  boys, 

Let  the  guns  o^er  board  be  thrown  ; 
To  the  pumps  come  every  hand,'  boys, 

See  !  our  mizen-maft  is  gone. 
The  leak  we've  found,  it  cannot  pour  faft 

We've  Hghten'd  her  a  foot  or  more  ; 
Up  and  rig  a  jury  fore-raaft, 

She  rights!  fhe  rights,  boys!  wear  of 
fliore. 

Now  once  more  on  joys  we're  thinking. 

Since  kind  fortune  fpar'd  our  lives  ; 
Come  the  can,  boys,  let's  be  drinking, 

To  our  fweethearts  and  our  wives. 
Fill  it  up,  about  {hip  wheel  it  ; 

Close  to  the  lips  a  brimmer  join. 
Vv^here's  the  tempeft  now?  who  feels  iti. 

None !  our  danger's  drgwn'd  ia  wine  I 


The  Old  Commodore* 

OD'3  blood  I  wiiat  a  tune  ror  a  ieaii.r.x^ 
tolkulk 

Under  gingerbread  hatches  afhore  ! 

What  a  d  d  bad  job,  that  this  battered 

old  hulk 

Can^t  be  rigged  out  for  fea  any  more* 
But  the  puppies,  as  they  pafs. 
Cocking  up  a  squinting  glalb*. 

Thus  run  down  the  old  Commodore: 
That's  the  old  Commodore, 
The  rum  old  Commodore, 

The  gouty  old  Commodore —He  ! 
Why,  the  bullets  and  the  goutj 
Have  fo  kn-ockM  his  hull  about. 

That  he'll  never  more  be  fit  for  fea. 

Here  am  I  in  didrefs— like  a  fliip  water- 

Not  a  tow  rope  in  hand,  nor  an  oar, 
I  am  left  by  my  crew,  and  may  I  be  llogg'd 
But  the  doctor's  a  fon  of  a  whore; 

While  Firi  fwallowing  his  flop^, 

How  nimble  ace  his  chops, 
Thus  queering  the  old  Commodore^ 

A  bad  case  \  Commodore, 

Cah*r  lay,  Coaimodore^ 
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Muftn't  flatter.  Commodore — fays  he, 

TwA  lIxk.  <sn<l  the  gout. 

Have  fo  knocked  your  hull  abouty 
That  you'll  never  more  be  fit  for  fea.  . 

What!  no  more  to  be  afloat !  blood  anc 
futy,  they  lie !  »  ^  7  ' 

Tm  a  feanian  and  only  thr^tftfore ; 
And  if,  as  they  tell  me,  Fm  likely  to  die, 
Gadzucks  1  let  me  not  dieafhore.  | 
As  to  death,  its  ali  a  joke,  1 
Sailors  live  in  fire  and  fmoke,  i 
So  at  leaft  fays  the  old  Commodore,  i 
The  rum  old  Commodore, 
The  tough  old  Commodore, 
The  fighting  old  Commodore—he*! 
Whom  the  devil  nor  the  gout,  \\ 
Nor  the  French  dogs  to  boot. 
Shall  kill  till  they  grapple  him  at  fea. 

Sweet  Polhf  Plymouth. 

SWEET  Poll  of  Ply^iouth  was  my  dear 
When  forced  from  her  to  go — 
Adown  heif'  cheeks  r.ainM  many  a  tear, 
^My  heart  Was  fraught  v^ith  woe. 
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Our  anchor  weighed,  for  fea  we  floods 

The  land  we  left  behind  : 
'  Her  tear§  then  fwellM  the  briny  floods 
^    My  fighs  increased  the  wind. 

I  ■ 

I  We  ploughM  the  deep,  and  now  between 

Us  lay  the  ocean  wide  ; 
[For  five  long  years  I  had  not  leen 

My  fweet,  my  bonny  bride. 
That  time  I  faird  the  world  around. 

All  for  my  true-love's  fake  ; 
But  prefs'd  as  we  were  homeward  bounds 

I  thought  my  heart  v/ould  break. 

The  prefs-gang  bold  I  alkM  in  vain 

To  let  me  once  on  (hore  ; 
i  long'd  to  fee  my  Poll  again, 
[    But  faw  my  Poll  no  more.  - 

And  have  they  torn  my  love  away  ? 

'And  is  lie  gone  ?  — Ihe  cry'd  : 
My  Polly — fwecteft  flower  of  May  ! 

She  languifli'd,  droop'd,  and  dy'd. 

if  Tom  Starboards 

TOM  Starboard  was  a  lover  true. 
As  brave  a  tar  as  ever  faii'd  j 
The  duties  ableft  feamen  do 
^   Tom  did^  and  never  yet  had^fail'd* 
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'But  wreckM  as  he  was  homeward  hdxind, 
VvTithin  a  league  of  Engrand^s  "cpaft, 

J.ove  favM  him  lure  fron)  being  drown'd,^ 
For  more  than  half  the  crew  were  loft. 

In  fight  Tom  Starboard  knew  no  fear  ; 

Nay,  when  he  loft  an  a:nnif— relign'd. 
Said,  Jove  for  Nan,- his- ordy  dear,  ^ 

Had  iav'd  his  Hfe,  and  fate  was  kind. 
And  now,  tho*  .\¥i:eck'd5  yet  To'm  return'd^ 

Of  all -pail  hardftiips  made  .a  joke ; 
For  itill  his  mauly  bofom  bufnM' 

With  love — his  heart  was  heart  of  oak  1 

[lis  flrength  reftorM,  Tom  nobly  rrrn 

To  checi  his  love,  his  deiiinM  bride  ; 
But  hh:-.  1  p:>rt  had  brought  to  N^sn, 

Six  V.       :  >  before,  that  Tom  ha^''  dy' ' 
With  grief  nie  daily  pin'd  away, 

No  reiiicdy  her  life  cou'd  fave :' 
And  Tcnn  arriv'd— the  ve;ry  day  . 

They  i^ua  his  Nancy  in  the  grave. 


